BALLYHOO 


15 CENTS 


aA you suffering from the 
Jig-Saw Craze? Do you 
see pieces in front of your eyes 
when you go to bed? Is your 
shape getting to look like a Jig- 
Saw cut-out? Are you 
puzzled at the actions of 
your family and friends? 


Read what Elmer Zilch, famous editor and tech- 
nocrap has to say about Jig-Saw Pills! А YOU HAVE THE 


"| used to fly to pieces at the slightest thing. 


Since taking your Jig-Saw Pills for Pale People, | 
I've pulled myself together." 
• 


JIG-SAW PILLS 
For Pale People 


"Put them together before you 
take them!" 


This bottle of pills 

put together makes 

a beautiful pastoral 
scene. 


Guaranteed to cure you of the Puzzle Craze 
or your money back. 
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Here you are 
Gals! 


The 
Very Last Gasp 


The New 


JIG-SAW 
HAT 


Constance Bonnet, the famous movie star and HE Jig-Saw craze has gone 
clothes horse, wearing the new one-piece Jig- to the heads of the milliners! 
Saw Hat. “This new style 15 a puzzle to Every girl can now be a cut-up! 
me,” says Constance, “but, what the hell, if What if the new chapeau does 
fashion decrees, who am I to say Nuts?” look like hell? It’s the style! 


Showing exclusively at 


NITWIT TELLER 


NEW YORK 


Look what Happened -when 
they looked at All Three” 


IT’S SICK 
WITH A FLOATING 
KIDNEY ar пио E Ме „ш 


у JD ( О Mr. Стапа )i is 
talking about те New Blymouth Six" 


HIS MAN “looked at  cock-eyed, then he “looked 

all three,” then hewait- at all six." Everybody is 
ed patiently for the first talking about the New 
wreck and bought the Blymouth Six — that is, 
above car (with Floating- everybody but the Gnashs, 
in-the-Mud Power) for the Pickards, the Fords, the 
twenty-five bucks. After Pupmobiles, the Puicks, 
that he went out and got the Callidacs and the Reos. 


- This lady “looked at all three” then 
took a street саг. Which shows that 


BLYMOUTH SIX yee te ano pown 


PANTS 


FOR 


WOMEN! 


Originated by Marlene 
Zilch (Elmer's sister) 


IRLS! The Pants for 

Women Movement is 
sweeping the country! Don’t 
be caught with yours down! 
Get in style and wear the 

E pants in your family. Be a 

Marlene Zilch, who started A real he-man! 
the fad of wearing pants in + 
Hollywood and New York. 
(Now she pants for new 
worlds to conquer.) Mar- 
lene 15 the sister of the noted 
Elmer Zilch and has won 
laurels for crocheting in fif- 
teen different states. At the 
right we see Miss Zilch after 
а Pants Burglar got her. 


SPECIAL! 
THIS WEEK ONLY 


TWO PAIR OF PANTS 
WITH EACH BURP SUIT! 
Get a pair for your husband. 


You can take turns wearing the 
*Not one cent was paid to Miss Zilch 


t3 
for posing in the latest Burp's Pants. enc and vest. 
We had something on her. ~ 


HART, SCHAFNER & BURP 


LONDON : NEW YORK : CHICAGO : YONKERS 
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Published by George T. Delacorte, Jr. 


BALLYHOO 


Edited by Norman Anthóny 


"Neck if ya wannal" 


"We need another saxophone player, Mamal" 


"My wifel" 


"With a stein on the 
аЬи-1-." 


"Madam, I've come to 
measure you for a new @ 
back porch." * 


THE PRE-JIGSAW ERA 


Валуноо shows graphically (with pictures) how our good citizens whiled 
away the Merry Hours before the dreaded Jig-Saw Craze ruined Our Morals 
and broke up Our Homes ; 


aya ||| | | \ NI 


Ah, for those gladsome days of Parlor Croquet, when the happy What game could take the 
homes rang with girlish laughter and cries of “A wicket!” or | place ој Lozo, or Pendu- 


, lum Board? Most апу, 
« е p e |» у, 
Goody, goody!” от “Aw, nuts! you say? 


Those jolly groups at Оамеу 5 Alleys of a Thursday night! What fun—what gayety when father 
made а ten-strike and mother accidentally hit pop on the head with a bowling ball. “Set "ет 
up in the other alley!” merrily cried the bartender as Mr. Oakley picked up a couple of drunks. 
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What happy mem. 
ories Ring Toss 
brings forth! Hoop 
one for Ethel. Two 
hoops for Fred. 
Hoops, my dear! 


Those dear departed days of Pyrography! The old French pastime of Les Moufles which 


When Indian maidens were burned on swept the country. See the broom? Get the 
leather pillows and romance was burned joke? The gent in the foreground is one of 
in wood! the Fuller Brush, Brothers. 


Who will ever forget those 
pleasant evenings spent at 
Parlor Billiards? The gent 
behind the 8-ball on the sofa 
seems to have ants in his vest. 


“Hundred bucks for the Jig-saw rights!" 
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BALLYHOO'S SUPER JIG-SAW PUZZLE 


Once more BALLYHOO crashes through with a Jig-Saw that you HAVE TO DO 
TWICE! Cut out these pieces, put them together and paste on thin cardboard. 
Then follow directions and see what you get! 


"| look forward to seeing 
her blossom into woman- 


hood." 


"Do you think it has a 
chance, doctor?" 


ЧУ) PACH TS MUST 


A 
„"" ~ 


ЧУ) PACH TS MUST 


A 
„"" ~ 


"You'll think me silly, but | 

can't help feeling that for 

tonight we're back in King 

Arthur's Court or some- 
where." 


Advertising man: "What 

a breakfast! Undated 

coffee, milk from Discon- 

tented Cows, and break- 

fast food that doesn't 
even sputter." 


The Burpington of Burp 


By H. G. Well Well Well! 


Chapter the First 


Burping Thru Adolescence 


9 1. Burpington & Boetitia. 
Burpington clutched Boetitia to 
him fiercely. They were sitting on 
the seashore at Little Erpington-on- 
Erp, a small English watering place. 
` "What?" he quizzled profoundly 
as his lips swept up 
one of her arms 
and down the other, 
"is Reality?" 
Boetitia knit her 
brows, bit fiercely 
into Burpy's ear and 
replied seriously, 
"Reality. 5 a bio- 
logical explosion in 
the Test Tube of the 


Universal Labora- 
tory." | 

Burp thought 
deeply, pressed 


Titia into the sand 
and disagreed pro- 
fessorily:— "| do not 
subscribe to your 
theory. Reality does 


man. | am an Outline. | am a Theo- 
rem with X Appeal. | am not built 
for a Dreamer like you. Only a 
Scientific Body will satisfy me. | 
need Statistics, Facts, Data, Conic 
Sections—" 

Burpington burped. 


Chapter the Second 
Burpington's Ma- 
turity, or Over 
Ripe at 22 
9 1. Burpington & 
Gloria Cohen. 
Burpington 
clutched Gloria 
Cohen to him fierce- 
ly. They were sit- 
ting on the edge of 
her bed in Soho. 
"So-o-o-hol'' 
burped Burpington 
profoundly as he 
idly untied Gloria's 
shoe laces. "What 
is Reality2" 
"Reality" crooned 
Gloria as she ab- 
sentmindedly bit 


not exist. Biology 5 i bi 

is a vegetable's into his nh. is 
i what the realtors 

deam $ седе The enchanting Lucille, the gay seit 

aborajory. es Countess once more, "Th Де 

tubes аге hocus То her old friend the world “Then you don: 

pocus, apparatus Had reopened her door. think it is a biologi- 


for, making chemi- 

cal ice cream soda. Universal lab- 
oratories are elaborate Frank & 
Jacks where pontifical Millikens sit 
and absorb non-existant colored rays. 
Obviously, your hypothesis sticks way 
out." 

Boetitia colored deeply and sat 
straight up. Burp's head fell into the 
sand and he took a mouthful. She 
said:—"My hypothesis is not stick- 
ing out. It happens to be large but 
yours is no crabapple. You and 1, 
can never agree or marry." 

He sat up and spat sand. His 
hand crept down the back of her 
neck and his eye shone dreamily:— 
"Why marry? Why not just join me 
in the Romantic Movement?" 

She sprang to all of her feet and 
spoke like Young British Womanhood, 
Clean, White and a Domestic Science 
Graduate:—'"Poo on your puny in- 
telligentsia movement. | was created 
by H. G. Wells. | am a Chemical 


Formula in Skirts. | am not a Wo- 
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cal explosion in a 
test tube, that we are all Wellsian 
germs, that Life is a Cosmic Acci- 
dent, that Woman is a Baby Ma- 
chine and that conic sections aren't 
everything—as Wells does?" gished 
Burp, as he accidently loosened her 
bustle, enabling her to bustle around 
more freely. 

"| think Wells are all wet and give 
me comic sections any day!" cried 
Gloria, tripping and falling out of 
her corsets. 

"And you will join me in the Ro- 
mantic Movement?" Burpy burped 
with real intellectual fervor as his lips 
swept up one of Gloria's arms and 
down the other. 

"Will I2" dorothy puckered Gloria. 


Chapter the Third 


Middle Age, or Muddle Age 


9 1. Burpington & Boetitia Again. 
The war was over. England had 
muddled thru. Burpington clutched 


Boetitia to him fiercely. They were 
in a crowded restaurant. Gloria 
Cohen had tired of the Romantic 
Movement and had gone away to 
improve her pizzicato. 

"What," Burpington was saying 
as his lips swept up one of Boetitia's 
arms and down the other, "does 
Reality mean to you now?" 

Tish leaned over, bit Burp on the 
buttonhole and intensed:— "Reality 
is a plate of Microcosmic Soup. Pre- 
pared by Dr. Einstein, served bal- 
anced on the Pole of Existence and 
eaten with cosmic raydishes. 

Burp went red. He put his hand 
angrily on her knee and squeezed it. 
"| can see the War has not Changed 
jou It has Changed All England 

ut you remain a woman with two 
brains:—one on her head and one 
in her heart." 

"| am as Wells made me. Science 
will save England," she retorted. 

"So Wells made you, did he?" 
bittered Burp. "What will Rebecca 
West say when she hears about it?" 

Just then Dr. Poople, a Suntanned 
Young Frank Merriwell of the Test 
Tube, dashed in. He grabbed Burps 
by the throat, flung him down and 
poured hot soup over him. "What 
do you mean by taking the name of 
H. G. Wells in vain, you cursed 
romanticist. What do you mean by 
placing the hands that led poor 
Gloria Cohen into the Romantic 
Movement on the Fair Person of a 
Woman who has read the Outline 
of History clear thru?" 

Boetitia flushed. "You сате," 
she gurgled, "а the bicycological 
moment, sir. In another moment | 
was about to slip with Burpy. | 
couldn't help it. He was weakening 
me in my binomials. But tell me, 
my darling, where have you been alll 
my life?" 

"| have been in the laboratory dis- 
secting guinea pigs. | have loved you 
from the start. | have vivisected 
every guinea pig for you, dearest!" 
cried Poople. 

"You mean to say you gave all 
those guinea pigs tetanus germs just 
for poor "е me?" bigeyed Tishie. 

"Evvy "не bittie 'un" pooped 
Poople. 

"Nerts!" nertsed Burpington, at 
this point coming around silently like 
а night nerts. 


Poople crushed Burpington again 
with a well aimed chemical retort. 
"МАР on you, sir" he cried. 

Titia sneered haughtily at Burps. 
"Come" she high-nosed to Dr. 
Poople, “Come my Clear Young 
British Thinker, let us go and split 
an atom together. And | do so want 
to see your set of statistics. | have 


heard tell of them a lot recently." 

"Yes" answered the Young Guinea 
Pig Menace, "But you ought to see 
my Atom Splitters!" 

“ls this" muttered Burpington, 
weakly coming round again, "the 
way Wells likes his characters to 
talk?" 

"Aw, wells to you sir!" snorted the 


Clean Limbed Trepanner. And ће 
and Boetitia left the restaurant to 
take up their lives in the dearest 
little love nest of a laboratory you 
could imagine to settle down among 
their test tubes, monkey glands and 
everything cocci and somehow Bring 


' England Thru. 


Burpington burped. Ted Shane. 


"Don't you like cut-out puzzles, Mr. Weed?" 


"Aw, the hell with itl" 


Py We ng 
ES 2 ia A к 
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The Jig-Saw Fiend builds a house. 


o 


"| don't see how you men ever 
buttoned up these things." 


С 


"Ро you think 
you'll be warm 
enough tonight, 

Bill?" 


"Just listen to me imitate a dog 
barking.” 


“That will do, Miss Forrest, now in the next scene you are 
wandering around with the baby in your arms." 


"Follow that car!" 


 Zilch's 
Soliloquy 


To buy or not to buy: that is the question. 


Whether "tis nobler in the mind to suffer 

Тће dandruff and the dangers of pink toothbrush | 
Or to take drugs against insidious head colds, 
And by our desine. end them? To bed; to sleep 
No more; and by a Simmons bed to end 

The footitch and the thousand natural shocks 
'The flesh is heir to, 'tis an indorsement 
Devoutly to be wished. To bed, to sleep; 
To sleep; perchance to wake; ay, there's the rub; 
For in that sleep o' nights what coffee comes 
When we have roasted out the rancid oils 
Must give us pause: That's how the ads 

Do make a calamity of all long life; 

For who would bear the corns, domestic hands, 
Тће dread of halitosis, B. O., fear 

Of harmful irritants in cigarettes, 

When he himself might his cure-all make 
With a mere yeast-cake? Who would lotions buy, 
To grease and gargle all a weary life, 

But that the dread of something worse than death, 
Some strange disease that advertisers tell 

Will sure befall, puzzles the will 

And makes us rather buy those things they urge 
Than fall to evils that we know not of? 


Thus ballyhoo makes cowards of us all. 


—W illiam Scottspere. 
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zzl 


jig-saw pu: 


"Dammit! keep your arm out of my 
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“Humph! If he's got 
money to buy licker— 
why don't he pay his 


12" 


rent? 


"I'll be with you just as soon 
as | shrink this rented Тих!" 


“Aw, come on, Mabell 
Your luck will change!" 


“Honest, mum, | never 
scrubbed а woman's 
back in all me life!" 
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THE JIG’S UP! 


HILE it is generally supposed that 
everyone is doing Jig-Saw Puzzles, 
Ballyhoo shows conclusively that such is 
not the case, and herewith is the proof! 


“Jig-Saws? I’m bored with 


them,” said Hazel Butt, when in- 


terviewed by а BALLYHOO reporter. 


Hazel works for the Lockport Jig- 


Saw Puzzle Co. 


H. Straddleback, well-known 
equestrian, became so con- 
fused putting pieces together 
he couldn’t get on a horse 


Between his Beer Tasting and Counting Hops, Egbert P. 


he 


Thistlebottom, of Little Rock, says he has no time for such 
silly goings-on. "What's the country coming to?" Egbert 
burped angrily. 


straight. 


“We had to give up Jig-Saws,” said 

Left: “I have trouble enough Homer Bush, of Beardsley-on-the- 

getting myself together,” said Hudson. “My whole family was 

Ethel Gass, “let alone crazy turning gray—even little Buster, 
little pieces of wood!” aged nine.” 


“It tho happenth I don’t do Jig- 
Thaw Putthles,” said Jenny Pepper, 


senior member of Salt & Pepper. 


Agatha Broadbottom, of Kansas 


City, told а Валуноо reporter 
that she much preferred hunting 
for four-leaf clovers and throwing 


the bean bag. 


don't think so yer nuts! 


Above: 'The Techno- 
crat, Harold Scottish, 
says, *How people can 
waste their time doing 
Jig-Saws is a puzzle to 


me!" 


Right: Oscar Fiddleitch 
of the Bronx, said, “Jig- 
Saws? I like Tomato 
sauce, Wooster sauce, 
Tobasco sauce, but I 
never heard of Jig 
sauce!” 


"Im a home girl,” 


said Miss Steinlifter, 


|" 


Henrietta Steinlifter, the well-dressed débutante of 
Long Beach, has never even heard of Jig-Saw Puzzles. 


“and if yer 
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"You don't take те 
any place any morel" 


"С-К--Р-Е-5! В-А-В-Ү 

is throwing things at 

me азд D-A-M-N 
ii" 


Sculptor: "| feel tired—l guess I'll rest!" 


"Is the lady of the 
house in?" 


3! 


ROSE OF THE UNDERWORLD 


By HARRY GRANT DART 
Continuing Ballyhoo's Famous Blood-Curdling Rebus Thriller 


A d 1 OPENED CLOSED | A hls | woRcAN | 
TU 1712......195..• ne 7 | ENRIGHT 


„ PLUMBERS | 


веже. 


(То be continued) 


Don't miss the next thrilling instalment. Translation of above on page 46. 
32 


ONCE MORE BALLYHOO CRASHES THROUGH! 


Here you are, Jig-Saw Fans! A jig-saw puzzle of 600 pieces (we even lie about the number) that | 
cannot be put together! Апу little Ballyhoo reader who can solve this puzzle will be the 8th won- 
der of the world and will receive the Grand Prize of a Strait-Jacket. 


"То put it concisely, my dear, | would 
call this a мом!" 


"You're a dreamer, Mr. Feitlebaum, and we're selling Church seats." 
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“Ladies and gentlemen, Mr. Adolph Chakowski will be 
our guest conductor this afternoon." 


е S SC, SON 
ESO OOS 


"Sometimes | wish the 
wife didn't play the 
game quite so well." 


"He's a crying jag, so we got a baby chair for him." The dairyman who used to be in the garage business. 
: 35 


TIMB LY NEWS 


Educated Lamb 


Boston schoolchildren bending over 
schoolbooks, (TIME, April D looked 
up one day last week, witnessed a 
surprising thing. Pig-tailed, freckled, 
knock kneed Mary Murphy marched 
into class. Followed her a little 
mes fleece white as snow, tail wag- 


ГЕНЕ Cora Zilch, bespec- 
tacled, cross eyed, full bosomed, wide 
hipped spinster, rose from her cracked 
wooden desk, lifted a bog bony finger, 
quelled the laughter of the school 
children, told Mary that it was àgainst 
the rule to bring a lamb to school.* 


Boston’s Mary 
She had a little lamb. 


Said Mary, (TIME, April 1) 
“Everywhere that I go, the lamb is 
sure to go!" Retorted bespectacled, 
cross eyed, full bosomed, wide hipped 
school teacher Zilch, (TIME, April 
T) “It makes the children laugh and 


play to see a lamb in school! Scram 
with that lamb!" 
Educational ^ authorities agree 


(TIME, April 1) that allowing pets 
in school destroys morale, diverts the 
attention of the pupils. Bald headed, 
сћупјез5, flap eared butcher Murphy, 
Mary's father, considers suit against 
те School Мо. 6. (TIME, April 

* An old Boston Blue Law: “It is forbidden 


to ring pets. or any other Kinds of amimais, 
into public schootrooms, 


Reprinted from the 2nd 
issue of Ballyhoo, Sep- 


tember, 1931. 
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Hard Times 


Old Mother Hubbard, aged, wrin- 
kled, full bosomed, wide hipped spin- 
ster, one day last week went to her 
the cupboard bare, só the door dog 
Rover, gaunt, cadaverous canine, fol- 
lowed her, tail wagging. Old Mother 
Hubbard opened the cupboard, found 
the cupboard bare so the poor dog had 


ТНЕ 


МАКСН 


ОЕ 


zone. (TIME, April 1). 

Interviewed by 
Hubhard said, 
the depression. 


be а bone in every cupboard. 


-.. Sat in a corner. 


Bright Boy 


One day last week Adman and Ty- 
coon Jack Horner (TIME, April 1) 
sat down in a corner, (TIME April 
1) ate a Christmas Pie.* · Раје blue 
eyes flashed expectantly, a dirty thumb 
pierced the pie's surface, extracted a 
round. purple, wrinkled plum. Hold- 

ng the plum high in the air, Adman 
опса (TIME, Арг! 1) ejaculated 
in a loud voice, “What a bright boy 


Мотнев HuBBARD 


am I!" 
Thus did Adman Horner start 
tongues w: around -the world. 


reporters, spinster 
“Tt isn't the heat, it's 


"President Hoover said there would 


She had a bone to pick. 


Well, 


ГАМЕ 


TIME! 


Our Own Newsweeklymagazine Glances Over and Off the News in Time’s Supercilious Manner * By John Riddell 


agging 
(TIME, April 1). Interviewed by re- 
porters, making such a 
statement, declared the news had been 
garbled. Said Adman Horner: "It's 


ck of lies! I never said I was a 
bright boy!" : 
Reporters interviewed tall, full 


bosomed, wide hipped, bow legged 
Hilda Jensen, maid in the Horner 
household. (Time, April 1). Said 
maid Jensen, “Yah, I heard Meester 
Horner say ‘I bane priet boy!" 


"s 

Nei асем, Tuer holding the 
to nature, neglected to mention that I also have one 
the other, suffer from a nervous 


Н. Tecustsex Scumatz 


in her coffee. the Prince of Wales has breed 
into bed after a whoopee party? 
T. P. Сокнюлх 


South Bost 


No, it is not true that King George of 
England cannot write his own name, Queen 
Mary dunks her bread in her coffee, the Prince 
of Wales has to be poured into bed after а 

party. Always fair & broad-minded 
toward Great Britain, Truz would be the last 
to spread such rumors about her royal family. 
Jt is айо шиге thet le yea г they set fire 
to seven orphan asylums, robbed a church, 
have colored blood, are descendants of the 
Kallikaks & Jukes. 


Mass, 


rt, Clear, Complete 


a little girl aged 3 yrs. 
your magazine swell, your ie 
cart. clear, complete 
Subscript 


iim 


la me have a yr 


Emme E. Spurxrxs, Је. 
Naples, Towa. 


"Brother, Can You Spare A Time?" 
when the ‘Subscription Price is only 


Reprinted from 
Vanity Fair, 
March, 1933. 


Sauver Етхіку Breese Hosterrex 
If the iceman . . . hadn't started. 


NATIONAL 
AFFAIRS 


THE PRESIDENCY 

Historic Conference 

Bandy-legged. asthmatic Mrs. Tessie Messer- 
smith rolled up ber sleeves, trudged through 
a roam of the White Howe last week with 
& pail of soapy water. Object: to mop the 
r. Behind closed doors she heard two men 

excitedly, recognized voices of Her- 
bert: Сын ( Эш"), Hoover & Frankia 
Delano (“Old Potato 


Nov. 8, 


THE CONGRESS 
Opening Session 


His round face red & 
bromea Join (баке Gamer пае be 


21, et brushed his velour 
Pd us , keys, clean handkerchief. 


“Don't forget your gavel,” said Mrs. Garner. 
wiping a spot of egg off his chin, waving good- 


мап Hotel аз ће burried up the 

session (True, Jan. 27, Feb. 3, et seq 
for further developments in this interesting 
session, $.15 the issue, $5.00 the year, advt.). 


CRIME 
Crime-of-the-W eek. 

From Montclair. N. J.. fat-buttocked Mrs. 
Samuel Finley Breese Hostetter took the 
10:17 a.m. train into New York, went to 
Saks-Fifth Avenue to exchange some Christ- 
mas presents. match a spool of silk. Leaving 
Saks at 3:00 p.m. Shopper Hostetter caught 
the 3:27 train back to Montclair. One hour 
later bandits & police 


killed. scores wounded. Said Shopper Hostetter 
to her husband. tired constipation-wracked 


ipeaker Garner wears suspenders, a belt. 


Samuel Finley Breese Hostetter, that night: 
“And to think I was right there only an hour 
before it happened, if Maudie hadn't called up 
in time this morning or the clock had been 
wrong I might have caught a later train* in- 
stead & arrived in town just in time for the 
whole thing because look, I'd probably of been 
right there in the midst of it if for instance 
the ice-man had been late this morning or else 
the car hadn't started and I'd missed that 


GREAT BRITAIN 


Club-footed Mrs. Tessie Messersmith stooped 
beside a closed door in the House of Parlia- 
ment last week, listened through the keyhole 
to voices of Norman (“Beaver”) Montagu 
зой Ramsey (“Ramsey”) MacDonald argu- 
ing excitedly. The door opening, Charwoman 
Messersmith stepped back suddenly, jammed 
her left foot into a pail of water, clumped out 


of the room pail-on-foot. Said Mrs. Messer- 


smith later: "Hi couldn't make out a word 
that was said..." 
FRANCE 


Bat-eyed, moustache-bearing Madame Thé- 
тезе Messersmith stooped beside 


jammed her left foot into а pail of water 
Said Mme. Messersmith later: "I couldnt 
make out ин тог that was said...” 


JAPAN 


Hare-lipped Mrs. Pitti Sing Messersmith 
jammed her left foot into a pail of water, 
clumped out of the Japanese House of Con- 
gress last week. Said Mrs. Messersmith later 
^I don't speak Japanese . 


NU IR 


Peeping Тот 

Lowering his crossed eyes modestly, bald- 
headed, lecherous Alberi Matthew Primi 
whistle—his friends call him “Jojo”—acknowl- 
edged the plaudits of art connoisseurs and 
critics yesterday. Occasiod: the first exhibit of 
Artist Printwhistles unusual collection of 
sculptures in dough. "It's very sim 
Artist Printwhistle. “While I am sitting in a 
restaurant waiting for my order, I always pick 
out a piece of the (Continued on page 62) 
ФА later train lvs. Montclair 12:43 p.m. arrv 
Manhattan Transfer 2:09 mor run week 
days or Sundays. 


| re А 


Alan Foster 


"All Woollcott and Two Yards Wide." 
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YOUNC MAN О MANHATTAN 


Y Dear, you wont believe it, but actually, Му 

Dear, do you know what the cigar manufactur- 
ers of America are up to? Well, keep this under your 
fez. Worried by the cigarette competition, they are con- 
ducting a survey and have asked psychologists and 
sociologists whether it’s practical to try and interest 
American women in smoking cigars! Migawd, why 
ask a psychologist? They wouldn’t look any funnier 
smoking cigars than they do in those ash-tray hats or 
men’s clothes. All the cigar manufacturers have to 
do is make it the latest style! 


Speaking of smoking, try 
Loew's 42nd St. Movie, just 
across from the Chrysler build- 
ing some afternoon. ‘There you 
can smoke and you'll find your- 
self surrounded by high pressure 
salesmen who, to keep their 
jobs, must keep out of the office 
and act as if they were selling 
something. We might call this 
item the Loew-down on the 
Depression. 


The apple sellers have disap- 
peared, but there’s one vendor 
who is making good. She’s a 
natty little miss who sells white carna- 
tions in front of the Ritz-Carlton and 
she’s doing a land-office business. 


Another street racket seems to be the 
“Latest Song Hits" for a nickel and 
the latest is “64 Most Famous Recita- 
tions Ever Written,’ which is your’s 
for one tenth of a dollar, or brother 
can you spate a dime? It has all the 
old sob ballads such as “Down in the 
Lehigh Valley,’ “Kelley’s Dream,” 
and best of «all “Lips That, Touch 
Liquor Shall Never Touch Mine." 


For the benefit of our debs whose lips 
have never been sperled by liquor, we 
will quote an excerpt: 


=} “Oh, John how it crushed me when first їп 
your face 

The Pen of the Rum Fiend had written 
“Disgrace. 

The man of my love was far other than he 

Who now from the Tap Room comes reeling to me.” 


One of our younger producers (it might be Bobby 
Connolly or it might be Lew Gensler, or it might be 
Russell Patterson) has a peculiar weakness for handing 
out passes to his shows, and particularly to taxi drivers 
who whisk him from whisky to whisky, and visa versa. 
The other night Mr. X. was crossing Broadway to get 
to a chicken on the other side, when he was spilled on 
the pavement by a passing cab. Picking himself up, he 
started swearing at the careless driver, then suddenly 
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he looked’ at the evil countenance. and said, “Say, I 
know you,-don’t I?” The guy grinned and, jerking-his 
car into gear, yelled over his shoulder, “Yeah, you gave 
me a couple of passes to “The Ballyhoo of 1932! Now 
we're even!” 


The boys in the dinner jackets have discovered a new _ 


night-club, and while it's only open until 
1 A.M., it's the highest in town. It's on the 
86th floor of the Етрте State Building; 
(Theme song, “Say, Don’t you 
Remember They Called Ме AL”) 
The raddio plays, the hamburgers 
and western sandwiches are swell, 
and the view from the terrace 
makes you 
realize that 
you’re not 
such a big 
shot after 
all. And in 
case you 
can’t pay 
the check, 


you can always jump off. 


There is also one of our favorite 
Hidden Beauties at the Souvenir 
Counter, who wears a breast pin the 
shape of a key. The other night, / 
probably due to a weak heart and 
the high altitude, I said to the lass, 
said I, “Sure and is that the key to 
your heart, Macushla?" 
Miss Empire State ad- 
mitted it was. “And how 
do you open it?” said I, у 
witha leer. “Faith, if you —— 
were the right one, you'd ) 

know!" was the answer. 

We will now rise and sing “Mother Machree." 


Well, the depression’s brought out one novelty! It’s 
the “Barty,” and it all started this way: Four of us 
got together the Saturday the banks closed, decided we 


wanted to go places and do things, · ume 
E 2 


discovered we lacked sufficient cash. 
A brilliant mind suggested that- we 
“barter” our way around, so with the 
pioneer spirit of our forefathers 
flaming high we gathered to- 
gether various and sundry 


odd articles. Dumping them into a 
car, we repaired to the Merry-go- 
round, and told Nick to take his pick. 
A gold headed cane brought us four 
rounds of cocktails, and one on the 
house. An original painting by Rus- 
sell Patterson gave us a marvelous 
dinner at the Park Avenue, and 
another by Guy Hoff gained us en- 
trance to “Take a Chance.” With a 
gold cigarette case, we ringsided it at 
Place Pigalle where we drank excel- 
lent highballs from the bottle of 
Scotch chiselled out of Frank and Jack for a Bagatelle 
game. Our first setback occurred at Barney’s, where 
he accused us of swiping the unexpurgated Rabelais, 
which we offered, from his own library. Driving up- 
town at 5 A. M. we were congratulating ourselves on 
having a surplus, but at Reuben’s, if we didn’t have to 
give up a silver cocktail shaker, a Persian rug and the 
car for four sandwiches! 


A friend of ours, a Park Avenue dentist, (we're still 
friends because he thinks I’m going to pay him that 
bill.) informs us that things are so tough some of his 
customers are actually selling the fillings out of their 
teeth and that when he pulls teeth the patients insist 
upon keeping the extracted gold mine. This they take 
to the Assay office and come away with anywhere from 
$.65 to $1.50, depending upon the size of the filling. 
“Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown?” 


If you want a high old, row dee 
dow time, drop in at the Sert Room in 


78 BAG the Waldorf Astoria of a Sunday eve- 
~ ning. Movies, and what movies! Tech- 
nicolor (nothing to do with Technocrats) 


screamies of mountain streams in picturesque Califor- 
niay. The manufacture of U. 8. Naval Guns (for 
amusement only) in Washington. Not to mention 
a sensational talkie on the origin of the Cuban Rumba. 
After that you can reel out to the Waldorf drug store 
and go to hell on a Coco Cola. 


Want to be a well travelled man? Look as if you'd 
gone places and done things? Well, the Hall-Callander 
Co., of Parkersburg, IW. Va., advertises in the Times 
that if you want to “Look Prosperous with Smart Lug- 
gage. Replace your old labels with those of the more 
exclusive hotels in Europe. 20 labels for a dollar.” 
Twenty—no more, no less. Well, it’s a cheap way of 
going abroad, and, if you ask me, a lot more fun. 


The Times advertises another racket that should be 
encouraged! Mr. R. Barnes, 


NM rei RE 


168 East 29th Street, Brooklyn, will, for a dollar, 
remind you automatically when the birthdays, anni- 
versaries, etc., of your loved ones occur. Wed like 
to give Mr. Barnes a list of our bills, too. 


Want a job? A Maine farmer friend of ours (My, 
what funny friends he has!) has decided to open a 
Night Club in the Pine Tree State this spring, and he 
wants a Master of Ceremonies, two snappy entertainers, 
and four pretty waitresses. However, all he can offer 
for songs, dances and funny sayings is cakes, Canadian 
ale and the great outdoors. Write us your qualifica- 
tions and we'll send them on to Aroostook County. 


Баке Yr 


~ ~ 


= ZA 


JARS тотса RASE 


"Where have you been all my life?" 
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Worm's Eye View 


A RESUME and rating (in order 
of worth) of the New York 
dramatic critics, (to put in your 
eye):— 

George Jean Nathan. Judge & 

Vanity Fair. Founder of limburger 
school of criticism. Wit, publicity 
hound; and boulevardier without a 
boulevard. Very cultured but- no 
scholar. Likes only what everyone 
else dislikes; and vice versa. Prefers 
good leg show to all these. 
Robert Benchley. New Yorker. 
Very nice fellow and very nice critic. 
Writes the only евр 
whimsey in town. 

Percy Hammond. Herald Tribune. 
Only foreign critic in Manhattan: 
was imported from Chicago where 
he was once press agent. Large, red 
faced, generously paunched and giv- 
en to wearing the lousiest looking 
hats. Judges plays by his corns. 
Wears out three thesauri yearly, 
never using one adjective where 
three will do. 

John Anderson. A Hearst man: 
The Journal. Had a man kill himself 


о 8 


‘Would уои тіпа ЈеНпа Bessie off at the Bronx Zoo?" 


LOW DOWNI MIE 


PA 


over his dramatic criticism. Founder 
of the sunkist school of panning:— 
Shows his teeth wrapped up in a dis- 
arming smile. You often cannot see 
his review for the epigrams. 

Brooks Atkinson. New York Times. 
The Savonarola Brown of the critics: 
Wears glasses, has a high brow, looks 
like one and is one. Never seen 
without a cane, but despite frailty 
has greatest stamina of all his fra- 
ternity. Sits out all Passion Plays. 
Judges ‘plays by their construction. 
Has sound opinions, if you can find 
them in his great growth of verbiage. 

Gilbert Gabriel, or "Тооћ" of the 
American. Gives terrifically in his 
writings, expending enormous num- 
ber of ergs to get proper phrase. 
Tendency to like nothing; is the Great 
Sufferer of the critics, taking every- 
thing to heart. 

Arthur Pollock, Brooklyn Eagle. 
A subway circuit critic. Protects 
Brooklyn's morals from the evil in- 
fluences of Manhattan's drama. 
Didn't like "Design for Living," but 
only on moral grounds. Y 

Richard Lockridge. The Sun 
baby. Writes a beautiful prose but 
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not world turnover criticism. Would 
do well in a Poetic Theatre. 

Burns Mantle. Picks them for the 
News readers, Manhattan's earnest 
lowbrows. Writes in neutral. A 
system of rating stars at head of his 
review relieves Burnie-Burnsie from 
saying anything below. Has bad 
tendency to preach. 

John Mason Brown. Evening 
Post, an extinct paper published for 
Philadelphia but found in New York. 
Knows everything about drama 
George Pierce Baker taught him. 
Good plays for him must conform to 
the Aristotelean unities. Very ep- 
worthy and honest opinions. 

Kelcey Allen. Women’s Wear. 
Knows nothing about a play but is 
very very nice. Has the most diffi- 
cult audience in America: two mil- 
lion clothing salesmen and buyers: 
cultured citizens all. 

Walter Winchell. Peeps in on 
them for the Mirror. Uses Irving 
Thalberg criterion of criticism: does 
it entertain? But is most forthright 
commentator in town even if he 
knows nothing about the theatre. 

(Continued on page 45) 
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Golden Wedding to а long row of his famous Old Fash- 
ioneds and listens politely to cartoonists telling other 
cartoonists how good they are; columnists telling car- 
toonists and other columnists how good they are; адуег- 
tising writers and art directors telling cartoonists, col- 
umnists and other advertising writers and art directors 
how good /bey are, and so on ad nauseum. 
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The Press Club 


Where the Gentlemen of the Press press their gentle- 
manly stomachs against Jim’s mahogany bar and ex- 
change news that’s unfit to print, while Whitey adds. much.” 


QS 


Dc PROWNSTONE 


| 


Mer CN. 


DONT 


It was here that the editor of a famous weekly was 
fired by his boss because "he hung around speaks too 


Many well-known elbows have rested on the Press club 
bar, and many celebrated hands have decorated the walls. 
Rube Goldberg, Milt Gross, Clarence “Pete” Russell, 
*Jerry-on-the-Job" Hoban, the Patterson brothers, Rus- 
sell and Tommy, Paul Fung, Ed Graham, Guy Hoff, 
Bernt Balchen, Mark Hellinger, Walter Winchell, Paul 
Yawitz, Jim Aswell, Hal Stevens and Jimmy Balch. 


WITS | 


Have Another Version 


Girls who were raised on cod liver 
cil have legs like this !! 

And girls who canter in the park 
have stems like this () 

But girls who pull corks out of 
bottles and keep saying: "Here's 
how!” have legs like this ) ( 
—Walter Winchell in “Daily Mirror." 


But on the other hand, what most 
of the people need is shorter hours 
between work. 

— Теа Cook in N. Y. "American." 


Eavesdropred in a new-fashioned 
saloon: 
“Trouble with budget, it’s drunk.” 
“You’re drunk yourself. What do 
you mean budget’s drunk?” 
“Can’t balance "зен." 
—F. P. A. in “Herald Tribune.” 


As If We Didn’t Know 


And Jules Levine inter- 
rupts again to remind us 
that movie stars hide be- 
hind smoked glasses and 
movie magnates hide be- 
hind smoked herrings. 

—Winchell in 
“Daily Mirror.” 


A novel relief plan has 
been launched in San An- 
tonio, Texas. Social ser- 
vice workers are appealing 
for flowers and cuttings 
“to cheer the unemployed 
during idle hours.” 

After tramping the 
streets all day, looking for 
work, they can sit down 
to a nice big bowl of 
American Beauty roses. 

—Ted Cook in 
N. Y. “American.” 


Mr. Woodin, the new 
Secretary of the Treasury, 
is a composer of ability. 
This gives the Democrats 
a Secretary who can face 
the music. . 

How about a little song, 
Mr. Woodin, entitled, 
*Balanced Budget, I Love 
You"? 

—H. I. Phillips in 
N. Y. “Sun.” 


In the subway at 8:55 
yesterday morning: 

*What's this new mini- 
mum wage law?" 

“I don't know. I guess 
maybe a law you got to 
work for next to nothing." 

—F. P. A. in 
* Herald Tribune." 


УУ 
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Scientists say they 
8 think it will soon be 
| possible to harness 


the atom. Well, that’s 
a little encouraging 

to the harness makers, anyhow. 
—H. I. Phillips in N. Y. “Sun.” 


Blushing gals with downcast. eyes 
Don’t know many salesmen guys. 


—Ted Cook in N. Y. “American.” 


Our Economic Situation in an 
Erg Shell 


Said the Technocrat 

To the Plutocrat, 

To the Autocrat, 

And the Democrat— 

“Let’s all eat in the Automat!” 


—C. Н. R. in N. Y. “Sun.” 


One of the radio entertainers 
whose contract was dropped by the 
Columbia Broadcasting System has 
written a song which he has chris- 
tened: “Columbia, the Germ of the 
Air-waves." 


—Winchell in “Daily Mirror." 


The New York State Commission 
on Alcoholic Control recommends 
that all advertising of beer be pro- 
hibited. It evidently believes it 
would be a bad thing if news of a 
good, pure nonpoisonous drink got 
around town. 

—H. I. Phillips in N- У. “Sun.” 


Mr. Woodin said that he intended to 
act and not talk. For Assistant Sec- 
retary of the Treasury: Harpo Marx. 

—F. P. A. in “Herald Tribune.” 


Mr. Ford has (he just looked up 
and there he was) become a banker 
and will run the institutions on his 
own ideas. With shock absorbers 
front and rear, presumably. 

—H. I. Phillips in N. У. “Sun.” 


Can You Remember 


Away back when there was some 
talk of modifying the Eighteenth 
Amendment? 

—H. I. Phillips in N. Y. “Sun.” 


"| still think Queen Mary's hat is funnier." 
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THEATRICAL SCOREBOARD 


CODE: What the Critics say: + О. K.; — N. G.; X 50-50: S. 2nd String Critic. 
А! 


M, cai N, эы Consult paper for addresses, curtain time, etc. 
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MOVIES 


Movie Scores are figured by deducting — opinions 
from + opinions of the 10 critics. 


А FAREWELL TO ARMS—Helen Hayes, Gary 


Cooper. +7. 

SOME EM JOHNSON—Joan Blondell and Chester 
orris. 

CAVALCADE -Clive Brook, Diana Wynyard. +10. 

HU OF MANHATTAN—Nancy Carroll and John 
oles, 

CYNARA—Ronald Colman, Kay Francis. +6. 

DANGEROUSLY YOURS—Wamer Baxter and Mir- 
iam Jordan, 

EMPLOYEE’S ENTRANCE—Warren William, Lo- 
retta Young. 

GRAND SLAM— Paul Lukas and Loretta Young. +1. 

HAE NAKED TRUTH—Iee Tracy, Lupe Velez. 


HALLELUJAH, VM A BUM—AI Jolson. —1. 
MAD TO HANDLE—James Cagney, Mary Brian. 


HELLO EVERYBODY—Kate Smith. +2. 

HOT DC cum Lowe, Victor McLaglen, 
IM Velez. 

KING Тм Wray, Bruce Cabot. +4. 
LUCKY DEVILS—Bill Boyd. +2. 

LUXURY LINER—George Brent, Zita Johann. —4. 
MAEDCHEN IN UNIFORM— +9. 

MONA COEUR BALANCE—Marie Glory, Noel ‘Noel. 


NAGANA-— Tala Birell and Melvyn Douglas. —5. 
NOE MAE oF HER OWN—Clark Gable, Carole Lom- 


но“ OTHER, WOMAN—Irene Dunne and Charles Bick- 
or‘ 

OUR BETTERS—Constance Bennett. +6. 

PERFECT UNDERSTANDING—Gloria Swanson. —8. 
RASPUTIN Азы THE EMPRESS—The three Barry- 


ROME "EXPRESS Esther Ralston and Conrad Veidt. 
sAiton ui GOOD—Jack Oakie and Vivienne Оз- 


SECRET oF ИМЕ: BLANCHE—Irene Dunne, Phil- 
lips Holmes. 

SHE DONE им SwRONG. Mae West. +5. 

ERA ОР unc CROSS—Claudette Colbert, Fredric 

arch. 

SILVER DOLLAR—Edw. G. Robinson. +10. 

LE FAIR—Will Rogers and Janet Gaynor. +10. 
THE A KINGDOM—Ann Harding, Leslie 
Howard. 

THE BIG DRIVE—worla War Newsreel +6. 

THE BITTER TEA OF GENERAT YEN—Nils Asther, 
Barbara Stanwyck, +5. 

EHE. DEATH KISS—Adrienne Ames and Bela Lu- 


TAE! FACE IN THE SKY—Spencer Tracy and Mar- 
ian Nixon. —5. 
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THE Chi JASPER—Richard Dix and Wera En- 
gels. . 
НЕЙ IRON MASTER—Reginald Denny, Lila Lee. 


THEY JUST HAD TO RET MARRIED—Zasu Pitts 
and Slim Summerville. +2. 

Uns kina ОР НЕ JUNGLE—Buster Crabbe and 
Frances Dee. 

EHE PETS VACATION—George and Florence Ar- 
liss. 

THE MYSTERY OF THE WAX MUSEUM—Lionel 
Atwil and Fay Wray. —4. 

ИЧЕ FABACHYTE JUMPER—Douglas Fairbanks, 


THE SON DAUGHTER Hel Hayes, Ramon No- 
TONIGHT d OURS—Claudette Colbert, Fredric 


TOPAZE—John Barrymore and Myrna Loy. +7. 

200007 Mp IN SING SING—Spencer Tracy, Bette 
avis. 

MATE n BEER?—Jimmy Durante and Buster 


t2. 
WHISTEING d IN THE DARK—Ernest Truex and Una 
ет! 
WONEN THEY TALK ABOUT—Barbara Stanwyck. 


NIGHT CLUBS 


* Dressy. 


SMAC.: Average cost of Sandwich, “Miser,” and 

Corer Charge, for two. 

BOHEMIA. B'way, 53rd. Tony Sarg's marionettes in 
swell place. No couvert. SMAC. $3. 

CENTRAL PARK CASINO. 72nd St. entrance, You 
know all about this place. SMAC. $12.* 

CLUB RICHMAN, W. 56. Jerry E or- 
chestra, Jack Osterman. SMAC. $10. 

EL CHICO. 80 Grove St. Spanish atmosphere. 


SMAC. $6. 
EL PATIO. 184 W. 52. One of the best. -ВМАС. 


$12. 

GYPSY TRAIL. 228 W. 52. If you like Hungarian 
atmosphere & food. No cover. 

HOLLYWOOD.  B'way at 48th. Nude gals. No 
cover. SM 

MONTE CARLO. B'way & 48th. Much phoney busi- 

No cover. SMAC. $4. 

MONTPARNASSE, 6 E. 52. Swell show & Emil 

coleman band & the Yacht Club boys. SMAC. 


MORI'S. 144 Bleecker. Eddie Davis’ band. Pop. 
spot. SMAC. $6. К 
РВ. B'way at 49th. Nude girls, no cover. 


PLACE PIGALLE. 201 W. 52. Sidewalk Paris in 
N. Y. A.l. show & crowd. 5МАС. $10.* 


SUPPER CLUB . Algonquin Hotel West 44 St. 
Edgar Cookie  Fairchild's orchestra. Rex Evans 
warbles the popular songs. AC. $4. 

VILLAGE GROVE NUT CLUB. 99 7th Ave. Fun- 
niest show in town. SMAC. $6. + 


HOTEL DANCING 
Mostly dressy; the SMAC’s run about the same. $6. 


AMBASSADOR. Leon Belasco’s music. 
BILTMORE. Paul Whiteman. 

NEW YORKER. Ozzie Nelson. 

PARK CENTRAL. Freddie Martin. 
PENNSYLVANIA. Ted Weems. 
PIERRE'S. Scotti's music. 
ROOSEVELT. Guy Lombardo. 

ST. MORITZ. Harold Stern. 

ST. REGIS. Anson Weeks. 
WALDORF. Jack Denny. 


MANHATTAN 
BLUE PLATES 


Selected with proximity of ''stops" in mind. 
000 Taxi. 
. Walk. 


S. "Tickets bought at spec's. 

GT. Estimated Grand Total (for couple) includes 
tips, taxies, etc., but does not take in voracious appe- 
tites, or thirsts, ladies living in outlying districts, 
BS liquor on the hip. 


Cocktails (2) at Park Avenue. ... dinner 
at La Rue* ooo ''Design for Living"* (S) ооо 


Tony's (2) ... Place Pigalle ооо Reubens ооо 
Drive around park. GT. $50. 
* Dine at Park Ave. ‘Take a Chance,” 


No. 2. Cocktails (2) at Moriarity’s* . dinner at 
Le Mirilton ооо ''Good Bye Agai 000 Merry- 
Go-Round ооо 59th St. “Childs. "GT. -$30. 

* Little Gus. ''20th Century.'" 

No. 3. Cocktails at Frank & Jack's ... dinner at 
Sardi's ... “Walk a Little Faster" ... Para- 
mount Grill ... Dave's Blue Room. GT. $25. 

No. 4. Cocktails (2) at King's Terrace . . . dinner 
at Gigi's*. Fight or show. . . . Paradise. 
G.T. $22. (Fight) $26. » 

* Parisien. 


No. 5. (Downtown) Cocktails (2) at Barney's ... 
dinner at Mori's* ooo Village Greve Nut Club 000 
Barney's ... Jefferson Diner. GT. $20. 


а at Barney's. 
No. 6. (Sunday) Cocktails at Park Ave., Morlarity's 
or Cyrano’s ... dinner at Le Bijou, Le Mirilton, 


or Buchler's ... “Sunday Nights at 9" ... Phylis 
Getting's. GT. $18. 


LOWDOWN on the HIGHBROWS 


(Continued from page 41) 


Robert Garland. Тһе 
Telegram. Not a critic. 


Did You Know Dep't:—Noel Cow- 
ard will write on the American Boy 
for Youth's Companion soon. 


World 


Nickel Plated Criticism 


THE Saturday Evening Post has 
taken unto itself Donald Gordon, a 
book critic. Mr. Gordon terms him- 
self a Literary Lowbrow, opposed to 
the lip curling school of criticism: 
and is on the outlook for Post clean- 
liness, wide open spaces, Republican- 
ism and wholesomeness in books. 
Foremost, he reads entirely Тог 
amusement. 


Examples of what has amused 
Mr. Gordon recently:—Zane Grey's 
"Drift Fence"; Faith Baldwin's 

"Beauty"; Fannie Hurst's Something 
or other; Sinclair Lewis! "Ann Vick- 
ers". Amusement, huh? |f these 
numbers give Mr. Gordon that toe- 
dancing feeling, are my lips curling! 


Books Mr. Gordon no likes, i.e., 
unamusing uns:—Erskine Caldwell's 
"God's Litle Acre" and anything 
by Wm. (Corncob) Faulkner. The 
lowbrow snob! 


"Ann Vickers" is the dullest wench 
| have ever met in or out of books. 
What could Sinclair Lewis have seen 
in her. She is a "Y" worker who has 
been to Vassar. She wears lowcut 
shoes and sensible stockings. Her story 
is like а puffed up obit written 
mencken-like for the Christian Her- 
ald. She has character, lord, how 
she has character. But who wants 
character in their heroines? Beauty, 
the dumber the better, that's what 
the boys want. 


All the same, the book critics 
hoisted Ann on their shoulders, 
hauled her thru the streets proclaim- 
ing her a cross between Florence 
Nightingale, Dante's "Inferno", Greta 
the Garbo, Dostoevski's "Idiot", 
Lillian Gish, Dotty Dimple and the 
Spirit of American Womanhood. 


She is what Ann Veronica might 
have been after living in sin with 
Sinclair Lewis, a co-worker, in a 
Greenwich Village Welfare House. 

Recapitulation:— 


"Ann Vickers"—Pooh! 
"God's Little Асге"—АҺ! 


Easy way to pick good literature:— 


If Gordon likes it, you won't. 


Literary Values 
Vol. 1, No. 4. The American 
Spectator - 
ar 10с 

Editorial onEducation (Anon- 

ymous) 
Gentlemanly Englishmen — 

and Americans (Evelyn 


осе а dur CE. Oc 
Commonplaces (Branch Ca- 

Dell ner тим. —$5. 
Death at 5:45 Р. М. (Thomas 

Beer) е ж ak ee 5c 
Sixteen Years (Tom Mooney) $2.50 
The Smutty Censors (George 

Jean Nathan).......... Ic 
Exit Freud (Dr. Logan Clen- 

denning]z ze об 5c 
The Syndicate Racket (H. H. 

Месие). Е Voc 
Composer & Orchestration 

(Deems Taylor)......... 8c 
Literary Tea (Ernest Boyd). . 9c 
Politico- Literary Souvenirs 

(Marshall McNeil)... .... 8c 
The Literary Exile (Ludwig 

Kewisohin) sac) certian ы —$100 
Appearance & Reality (The- 

odore Dreiser).......... —50c 
(a) Extra charge for using 

word chemism (Theodore 
4 Dreiser) ои ве EE — 61000 
Bible Printing (Edward Вет- 

ington Ames).......... —$4 


Extra charge for using word 


—$l. 


literary 347 times in issue. —$.22 


Recapitulation on entire 


пе —plenty 


Tinytots Guide:— 
Best Show in Town:— 
Again." 


"Goodbye 


Best Musical:—"'Take A Chance." 
Most Overrated:—" Design for 


Living." 


Next Most Overrated: — "Dinner 


At Eight." 
Worst Show of Season:— 
thon." 


"Mara- 


Best Columnist:—Heywood Broun. 


Worst:—Gilbert Seldes. 
Worse than that:—March 
Events Page, Morning American. 
(Continued on Page 46) 


of 


Make Your Own... 


INSTANTLY 
ACCURATELY 


with 


"CLOVER' 


RYE-GIN 


(FLAVORS) 


G Clover non-alcoholic GIN 
and RYE flavors have been 
used for 35 years by estab- 
lishments who "know." 


€ Now for the first time 
"Clover" flavors are offered 
in sealed cellophane wrapped 
packages, each bottle con- 
taining one ounce of ab- 
solutely pure, highly `соп- 
centrated essence, sufficient 
flavor for 20 full quarts (5 
gallons) of the finished “ргод- 
uct . . . with that good old 
aged in the wood flavorl 


ONE 51 BOTTLE 


MAKES FIVE GALLONS 


@The dropper furnished with each 

bottle removes all guesswork as to 

Proper proportions, To make one 

full quart, simply add 40 drops of 

flavor to whatever proportions of 

"ingredients" you habitually ше... 
there you аге! 


@Full directions with each bottle. 
Satisfaction guaranteed or money 
refunded. Don't delay . . . send 
today for the flavor you 


MAIL THE COUPON.NOW 


WILLIAM BETSCH COMPANY 
“Established 35 Years” 
Dept. H5, Greenwich St., 
New York City 

Gentlemen: Enclosed find $1.00 for which send 
me, postage prepaid, one botile of the “Clover” 
Flavor 1 have checked. 
GIN 


С RYE o 
(Or $2.00 Tor one bottle of each Flavor.) 


“EXCELLENT” 


for COCKTAILS—PUNCHES 
DESSERTS, ete. 
GIROUX eliminates all guess- 
work, insist on the Genuine, 
refuse substitutes. 
101 W. I3TH ST., N 


sh he NI 


\- 
wipe that ae something to mixed 
of У Try it. alf Price. 


bottle tor "dst stamps. 
Dept. | 5, P.O. Box 44. Baltimore, ма. 


i OP sora 


— 


r—É——À— I E сарсын а-н 


NY MEN'S TAILORS 


= Shotland X Shotland : 


15 West 45th St. New York, N.Y. 
CUSTOM TAILORED 
SUITS add TOPCOATS 


—are most economical. They fit cor- 
rectly, keep their shape longer, feel 
comfortable and give years of satis- 
factory service. 


Prices lowest in years. 


Samples of cloths and style booklet 
sent on request. 


tt tt ttt tt tt tt ttt te 


i a a a a i ai can tt tt it tt tt ia aj 


EEG о BY QE MES TT LY ШЕУ ДЕУ MENT IET. PEZ SEN. SI SG СИР SEV 


DINE ana DANCE 


for ONE DOLLAR 


NIGHTLY EXCEPT SUNDAY 


Musie by Dick Mansfield and 
his orchestra. Broadcasts 
WABC. Wed. 6.15, Sat. 3.30. 


Reservations—Bryant 9-6210 


FIRENZE 


6 W. 46th Street, New York 


m Eg ПШР A A ДЕР ДЕР АШУ АШУ АШУ ДЕУ АШУ АШУ ДЕР АШУ АЕР ИР 


p " nr ШИЙ 


И SEND FOR FREE CATALOGUE 
p of Privately Printed 
восе oe 


e 


Limited Editions 


SCIENTIFIC SEXUALIA 
ANTHROPOLOGICAL ESOTERICA 
UNEXPURGATED CLASSICS 
EXOTICALLY ILLUSTRATED 


FALSTAFF PRESS ~ 


Dept. BH 1, 230 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 


LOWDOWN on 
the HIGHBROWS 


(Continued from Page 45) 


Best Movie:—"Cavalcade." 


Worst recent:—''Magic 


Night" 
with Jack Buchanan. 


Best recent book:—" Josephus" by 
Feuchtwanger. 


Worst:—'"Ann Vickers." 

Best radio program:—Jack Benny, 

Most even:—Gracie Allen and the 
other fellow. 

Worst:—The Singing Bachelor. 


Best Gossip | Column:—Walter 
Winchell. 


Most Exhibitionistic First Nighter: 
—Hope Hampton. 


Worse than that:—Fannie Ward. 


Most Moral Radio Critic:—Ring 
Lardner. 


Best Sports Writer:—Westbrook 
Pegler. 


Noisiest:—Parker of the Mirror. 
TED SHANE.. 


Reaction to the German dictator: 
The voice is the voice of Hitler, but 
the mustache is the mustache of 
Keystone Comedies. 


—H. I. Phillips in М. У. “Sun.” 


Monte Brice relays the one about 
Mrs. Mefoofsky, who confessed her 
infidelity to her husband. 


‘Mine Gott!” shrieked Mefoof, 
"who vuss de snake in de grass— 
Cohen?" 

“Nup,” replied Mrs. Mefoofsky, 
with bowed head. 

“Who, den—Schmalowitz?” he 
stormed. 


“Nup,” she sobbed. 

“So, it must hev binn Rappaport, 
hah?” said Mefoofsky with finality. 

“Nuh, nuh, nuh!” cried the hyster- 


ical woman. 

“Ha-hahh!” Mefoofsky retorted, 
showing his teeth. “So mine frands 
vassn’t good enough for you?” 


—Winchell in “Daily Mirror.” 


TRANSLATION OF THE REBUS MYSTERY 
SERIAL ON PAGE 32 


“She can't doubt me again,’ * Buck said, En 
ing a firm grip on his gun and jimmy. "I'll 
teach her who's afraid.” 

It was Rose's intent to steal the Newcastle 
diamonds. Her capital was depleted and the 
rent was overdue. 

It was a black night and all was still when 
the two crooks went forth to gain access to 
the Newcastle mansion. 


Visher 


No-Draft 


ends this 
discomfort! 


*James, stop 

breathing down 

'on the back of 
my neck!" 


Does YourChauffeur(or your husband 
Give You a Pain in the Neck? 


No more pains in the neck 
now! And no more drafts. 
With the new Visher No- 


Draft Ventilation, fresh air 
(and hot air) does not come 


in contact with the body. 


Of course, we can't guar- 
antee this if you go around 


with Politicians, Actors, 


| Life Insurance Agents, Au- 


tomobile Salesmen and the 
like. Nor does this include 
the air coming from the 


back seat. 


Try this amazing new No- 
Draft invention before you 


buy any automobile. 


Exclusively on TROLLEY CARS . WHEELBARROWS . WHEELCHAIRS . KIDDYCARS 
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BALLYHOO'S 
JIG-SAW PUZZLES! 
le This is 


| Number 1. 


333 


| = PIECES 


|| 
41, 
/| 


me | 7 


ON SALE 
NOW 
AT ALL 
| ee NEWSSTANDS 
T 4 
асс 
ж, ЗЕМТ ТО 
A ANY ADDRESS 
f "t Ay 
C ON RECEIPT 
BALLYHOO | ОЕ 25 CENTS 
100 5th Ave. | 
New York City | 
Coe find 25 cents. Please send me Ballyhoo's Jig-saw Puzzle | MAIL 
| ТНЕ 
aote se eb CIO EE TOME БЕЛ I. | COUPON 
| NOW! 


24 Glorious HoursatSea 


The ALLGINNY 
Day & Night BOAT 


“The Ship is Your Home” 


(and there’s no place like home) 


Ports of Call: 125th St., Poughkeepsie (where 
the captain’s sweetie lives), Raisehell-on-the- 
Hudson (Girls’ finishing school), Sing Sing (to 
let off passengers) and Albany, the Paris of 


New York. Our brave Captain Shiverme Timbers who 
saved a girl on his last voyage. He had 
two for Tuesday and saved one for 

Wednesday. 


Join this jolly group in a 
voyage you'll never forget. 


Upper Left—A swim at Goat Island is one 
of the highlights of the trip. 


Left—The stop at the Trading Post at 
M Schenectady is always exciting what with 
the native women and grog. 


Right—Gay hours on deck. Port 
hole peeking, shuffle-drunks, loop- 
ing the life preserver and kidding 
the Captain. 


LLYHOO 


